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JILTED 

Love acts as an opiate upon reason 



JILTED 



My dear Pal : 

It has come to pass, as they say in 
romance, it's all off with Billy — he is 
jilted and now there is frost on the win- 
dows when Sylvia Heartburn and I pass 
each other these days. 

When I think of the fast pace I set 
with that fairy and the long green it 
took, it makes my leather sweat. Well, 
I guess it was coming to me, so what's 
the use of spilling salted tears; but on 
the dead level, it was the hardest fall I 
ever got. 

. You remember when Reginald Spend- 
thrift went to Europe, he loaned me his 
automobile, so foxy Willie primps up 
every afternoon and does Central Park. 
I guess I must have looked the part, for 
when the returns were in for the first 
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week, I had bids to Pink Teas from every 
family in the Blue Book. I don't know 
just why, you know a fellow can't always 
explain, but I picked a blossom-scented 
invitation to Miss Sylvia Heartburn's 
card party for Friday night. Your Uncle 
Billy works up a fine front, puts on his 
limelight stud, gets into the auto and 
dashes up to the brownstone mansion. 
It's no kid when I say I showed every 
symptom of wealth and prosperity. Feel- 
ing very much satisfied with myself, I 
walked in with the ease of a President of 
a 520 per cent, syndicate. 

I hadn't been in the house two minutes 
before the queen of the occasion gave me 
the office. Sylvia certainly looked away 
to the good. Her figure was as full of 
curves as the Ohio river, her eyes were 
like genuine diamonds and her clothes 
fit to a finish. Billy's thinking dome was 
at once filled with disorder and designs. 
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Jilted 1 1 

By-em-by I was seated at the green cover 
with Sylvia at my side. When we cut for 
the deal, my lamps fell on the first prize 
— a diamond studded cigarette case. That 
settled it. Billy unbuttoned his cuff and 
prepared for a long chance. There wasn't 
but one way to keep me from winning 
the dope safe ; that was to play on a glass 
table with X-rays on the side. The table 
was walnut — I win. 

Of course, I made a tremendous hit 
and when the folks began to converse 
about my literary work, Sylvia began to 
get easy. 

When the mobie called for me Sylvia 
and her mother bade me a most affection- 
ate good-night, with an invitation on the 
side to call regular. I made a date to 
take the girl on a horseless trip through 
the park the next afternoon and returned 
to my flat as chesty as you choose. Of 
course, a drive followed a visit and a 
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visit followed a drive, until Sylvia and I 
were as close to each other as Siamese 
twins. Osculatory excesses and gasless 
moments were daily occurrences in her 
parlor after that. 

Sylvia said she had passed through 
Vassar. I didn't doubt it, for she used 
to spring stuff that nothing but a Vassar 
graduate could understand. One day we 
were walking in the Park holding hands, 
when she said : " Oh, see the moon come 
up from yonder hill and flood the valley 
with its silvery light. The mellow radi- 
ance irradiating a field of billowy shrub- 
bery rippling in the gentle breeze, while 
the jewel dewdrops hang pendant from 
the grass blade and nestle in the butter- 
cups." Now, old man, I don't know 
whether she meant that she wanted to sit 
down on the grass or not, but I was rush- 
ing my best trousers and did not care to 
make any fast color test, so I moved that 
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Jilted 13 

we go to her house for dinner and the 
incident was closed, as they say in Par- 
liament. 

Sylvia came from good stock, her 
mother said. In fact, the family history 
dates so far back that they have to chew 
camphor whenever they discuss it. 

Guess I must have been too slow to 
suit the old folks, for pretty soon Mrs. 
Heartburn began to sleep in salve, while 
the old man ate gunpowder and drank 
vitriol. When Billy found himself in 
between this mixture, he immediately 
asked consent to wed their get. It was 
easy as could be, not even a word about 
references or suddenness was uttered. 
Sylvia at once took the automobilism and 
had to have a ride every afternoon. I 
was perfectly willing; as a matter of fact 
a man in love is always willing, but many 
was the day when it was all I could do to 
raise gasoline to keep the machine from 



14 Billy Burgundy's Letters 

striking for what was coming to it. And 
when Billy was short the automobile mile 
record was always safe. 

Sylvia and I went down to see Cissie 
Loftus one night and there came near 
being a hurried wedding. Pal, when 
Cissie stepped before the foot-lights, 
dressed in a very pale spaghetti colored 
gown, lined with deep pigeon blood red 
and a chicory finish around the bottom, 
she set me groggy. I looked into her 
liquid, languid eyes and said to myself, 
" Billy, cop a wife quick, the strain will 
wreck your nerves." I guess every fellow 
feels that way when he sees Cissie, but 
you see, I was already a little to the bad 
up stairs on account of Sylvia. 

I took the girl over to Rector's for a 
swell spread and when I footed up for 
the day I found 25 cents the draw from 
my week's roll. This was Tuesday even- 
ing, old boy, don't forget. The next 
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Jilted 1 5 

morning my breakfast order was 3 off 
the griddle, coffee, milk separate. At 
noon Sylvia 'phoned me to bring up Mr. 
Horseless Carriage for the usual after- 
noon ride. There wasn't enough oil on 
hand to wet a toy lamp wick, much less 
put the blooming machine in a working 
mood. And I was there with a Canadian 
dime, while it took $1.29 at Macy's 
prices, to get up steam. I chased over 
to Jim Corbett's palace of pleasure to 
make a touch off Jim, but he was busy 
thinking up new body punches for Jef- 
fries and could not be seen. I met my 
old college chum Dinkelspeil. He had 
just dined at The Pekin and only had 30 
cents in Chinee money left. I hustled 
for a loan until I felt like a cake of laun- 
dry soap after a hard day's washing and 
as a last resort fell into a hock-shop and 
raised the metal on my flash-light. Now 
don't say I was a chump to soak my alum 
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for that ride when I could have sworn 
that I was too busy to get off. If that 
is what you think, you need experience. 
People who are in love don't think. At 
least, the more they love the less they 
think. After the ride I spent the evening 
at Sylvia's and, as all lovers do, let her 
read a bunch of my letters. We had a 
lovely evening, but if you've been in love 
you don't care to read further particulars. 
When I reached the office the next day 
I found a special delivery letter which 
read as follows : 

Mr. Burgundy: 

Sir: Permit me to return to you the 
pawn ticket you dropped upon our parlor 
floor. You have deceived me, as this evi- 
dence of your poverty shows. Our en- 
gagement is broken. 

Miss Sylvia Heartburn. 
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Now wouldn't that stagger you ? To 
think that after I put myself on the hog, 
that that bunch of skirts would put the 
hooks into me as she did. It serves me 
right. I tell you old man, when a fellow 
falls in love his friends ought to ask for 
a receiver. When a man gets petticoats 
on the brain he ain't worth 10 cents on 
the dollar. Why, you can take the gold 
medal man out of Yale, let him fall in 
love and he won't have horse sense 
enough left to serve on a police court 
jury. Just look what a woman did to 
our hero. He hadn't been hitched up 
long enough to recover from the honey- 
moon, before he was a dead one. If the 
papers hadn't stopped that fellow he 
would have given her the arch. A girl 
can fool a whole detective agency if she 
takes a notion. Just to prove what I 
say, Gertrude Hatpin told me last night 
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that old man Heartburn was a janitor 
until he struck oil in Pennsylvania, that 
Sylvia passed through Vassar with an 
excursion party and that the family his- 
tory that I loved and respected was 
bought from a Fulton street family tree 
fakir. 

Women remind me of the pictures in a 
vegetable catalogue — they're great on 
paper, but there is as much difference 
between the real thing and the printed 
description as there is between a society 
scandal and a reporter's imagination. You 
must not be led astray by what these 
pipe fiends on the 25th floor of Park Row 
newspaper buildings write about women. 
You've got to get down in the thick of it 
with Billy for the right lines. 

If any geezer comes around me spin- 
ning soda talk and poetry, Billy's going 
to take the hint, get cold feet and move 
on. That fellow won't do— he's in love. 
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Billy's going to quit the sex; that's a 
cinch. And when my thinking films re- 
, cover I'll have the laugh on a bunch of 
guys that haven't sense enough left to 
break away. 

Well, good-by, old boy; will write 
again soon. Don't do anything until you 
see me. Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 



IN WALL STREET 

Gayety is ofttimes sorrow in disguise 
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IN WALL STREET 

My dear Pal : 

I am just beginning to get back at my- 
self after passing through an ordeal the 
like of which is not alluded to in any of 
the " Revised Histories of the World." 

I took a Flier in Wall Street. 

Needless to say I got aboard without 
indulging in the formality of paying my 
way. But despite this little irregularity 
I fell heir to a bunch of excitement that % 
would have converted J. Pierrepont 
Morgan into a resident of Greenwood 
Cemetery. 

The cause of my recovery is now being 
investigated by the County Medical So- 
ciety. 

On the day on which the Columbia de- 
voured the last slice of Lipton's cake of 
hope, it came my way to do a good turn 
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24 Billy Burgundy's Letters 

for a guy who inhabits a cushioned seat 
on the Stock Exchange. 

A few days later he Hello'ed me to 
drop into his office and hear something to 
my advantage. 

When I drew up at his plant and 
pushed my pasteboard to the geezer be- 
hind the hrass bars, a Hawkshaw came 
up and made me exude the history of 
my life and take several degrees in Ma- 
sonry. Then he allowed me to enter the 
hiding place of the main squeeze. After 
we shook mits my friend told me that he 
had decided to skate me to 20,000 shares 
of Belle of Arizona Copper which was 
then quoted at 51. He said it was going 
up and advised me to hold on until he 
gave me the tip to unload. 

The transaction bore such a striking re- 
semblance to a square deal that I left my 
Gall with the philanthropist so he could 
let go as soon as I became a millionaire. 
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"Shifted my patronage to establishments wherein 
ds'-neet soup and terrapin steak are served." 
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In Wall Street 25 

Then I went out to price diamonds and 
fur-lined overcoats. 

On the following day Belle of Arizona 
Copper began to act like mercury in 
mid-summer. She opened up at 56 and 
rose like the Mississippi River in flood 
time. When it came time to shut down 
the Exchange for the day she was stand- 
ing at 70 and biting the bit. 

All day I had been trying to find things 
to invest in. I picked out a beautiful 
little stock farm on the Hud§on and was 
making goo-goo eyes at a steam yacht 
anchored in the Sound. I ordered a 
dozen suits of clothes for myself and a 
skirt which had three ruffles of brilliant 
liberty silk partially covered at the top 
by a tunic of coarse black silk jet that 
was scalloped and embroidered with scaly 
spangles, for my running mate. 

I also quit feeding at the milk and 
cracker counters and shifted my patron- 
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In Wall Street 27 

While in this condition I picked up a 
paper and saw that Jim Patterson had 
cashed in and was to be tendered a 
funeral at the First Baptist Church. 
Having had many a one with Jim I de- 
cided to participate in his send-off. 

A few moments after entering the 
house of worship the divine began to 
sum up for the defendant. He spoke of 
the spotless character of the departed and 
handed out a line of eulogies which made 
me wish I was the corpse in spite of Belle 
of Arizona Copper. Then all of a sud- 
den I got an awful jolt. 

The preacher remarked that Jim Pat- 
terson had always contributed liberally 
to the church. At first I thought he was 
jollying us with the old stock con. But 
as he continued he mentioned the fact 
that Patterson had passed the allotted 
threescore and ten. Then it dawned on 
me that I was bidding bon voyage to the 
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wrong Mick, I promptly vamoosed and 
decided to cut out the Sour Mash and 
substitute Bromide Potash. 

I did very nicely under the auspices of 
the nervine until it came over the ticker 
that Belle of Arizona Copper had reached 
115. Bromide was outclassed and I went 
back to booze. 

To sidetrack my thoughts and calm my- 
self I began to read a Sunday paper that 
the mixologists dug up for me. The first 
thing I stumbled into was a story to the 
effect that a Dutch chemist had invented 
a substitute for copper. I rushed to the 
telephone and begged my friend to stop 
Bulling, but he spurned the idea. 

I took on a few braces and went in to 
play the barber across a board. I was 
as weak as boardinghouse coffee when I 
climbed into the chair. Three whiffs of 
garlic breath from the dago and I felt 
myself sinking. As I came up for what 
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I figured to be the third time I felt my- 
self passing away. 

When I came out of the hospital after 
serving three weeks the doctor said he 
had pulled me through a case of nervous 
insolvency blended with a touch of the 
Bughouse. When I sold out and took 
up the doctor's tab I was just $6.00 to 
the good and glad to quit. 

Wall Street may be all right for some 
folk, but Broadway will do for, 

Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 
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MY LAST JAG 

Passion is the preface to the book 

of sin 
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MY LAST JAG 



Chloride de Gold Villa, 

White Plains, N. Y. 

My dear Pal : 

No doubt it will startle you a bit to 
learn that I am unavoidably detained here 
by the main stem of this plant, who has, 
for and in consideration of a certain 
amount of lawful lucre, now in hand, 
agreed to eliminate from my person an 
ingrowing desire for booze. 

I was somewhat surprised myself when 
I happened to and discovered that I had 
switched my place of abode without the 
formality of a little sober reflection. 

When I became normal enough to 
take an interest in things non-alcoholic, 
I got wise to the fact that my available 
assets consisted of one hold-over, one re- 
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turn ticket and the Eliminator's receipt 
for two hundred and fifty simoleons. I 
have been soused a good many times in 
my life, but never before have I coughed 
up in advance, so I guess I must have 
had a frightful bum on when I let go 
those two hundred and fifty plunks. 

Well, any way, I am coming around 
and am booked for a release in ten days. 

I don't know just when I pulled up at 
this siding, but I would like to very 
much. I don't want to tip my mit by 
pumping any one, and as my brain is 
not operating properly as yet, I have de- 
cided to pass up the mystery in hopes 
that I will get next before my term ex- 
pires. 

The staffs of the Bazaars de Booze 
along the rialto have a pretty good line 
on my past performances, but believe me 
when I say that none of them can stack 
up against the last one that I put over 
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the plate ; it was the star achievement of 
ray life. 

It put me to the bad with the swellest 
little damsel I ever butted into and that 
is where the rub comes in. 

Some time ago I took it into my nut to 
break away from the push and win out a 
daughter of the higher division, where- 
upon I posted myself on society dope 
and used enough pull to collect the ac- 
quaintance of Miss Evelyn Pendleton 
who holds out in Fifth Avenue. 

Evelyn has a family record aft of her 
as long as the President's annual mes- 
sage and is as sweet as the drippings 
from a Vermont maple in the month of 
March. She thought that I was all to 
the good and was stuck for fair until I 
made a bad break by accumulating a jag 
at a critical moment — then it was all off, 
pictures and epistles returned. 

I have written to her a dozen times 
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asking for one more trial, but there is 
nothing doing. She is as quiet as Bryant 
Park on a winter's rainy night. 

What caused her to let go? 

It was this way. Evelyn got mixed 
up with the Colonial Amateur Dramatic 
Club and in short order stood out as its 
most talented and tenderest bud. 

It was all right as long as these embry- 
onic Thespians showed in the drawing 
rooms of their wealthy and indulgent 
dams and sires under the direction of an 
imported instructor, but ere long the 
fragrant flattery of the instructor began 
to take effect and the whole cast went 
daft. 

Evelyn took to wading through the 
theatrical news every morning before 
rolling out of bed. She posed daily be- 
fore the camera, bought a make-up lay- 
out, frescoed her countenance and deco- 
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rated her den with pictures of the popu- 
lar Leads. 

One morning I got a note from her 
acquainting me with the lamentable fact 
that it was on the card for the Colonial 
Amateur Dramatic Club to pull off 
L'Aiglon at the Berkeley Lyceum for the 
benefit of the Billion Dollar Steel Trust. 

Evelyn was down to appear as the 
Duke of Reichstadt. And of course she 
labored under the impression that it was 
necessary for me to look in and size her 
up in the part. 

I happened to be pretty flush when the 
glad tidings arrived and at once pro- 
ceeded to make-ready. I guess this was 
about 11:30 a. m. I hit up the case 
goods until it was late enough to enter 
my full dress front without abraiding the 
rules of etiquette. After diking up, I 
wandered forth in search of material 
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wherewith to appease my hunger and 
pacify my captious coppers. Judging 
from what my friends tell me, I must 
have found what I was looking for. 

Along about 8:30 p. m., I nabbed 
a passing cabby and instructed him to 
transport me to the Berkeley Lyceum 
over the route punctuated "by the best 
Liquor Emporiums. I don't know just 
how many stops we made, but I felt like 
I was riding in a milk wagon, for we 
seemed to pull up at least a dozen times 
in each block. Of course each time the 
guy up on the box came down to have 
one with me — it pays to let them in on 
the rounds as you may have discovered. 

Well, any way, when we drew up at 
a brilliantly illuminated edifice, we were 
both saturated. 

As I entered, I was met by a geezer 
who politely relieved me of my raglan 
and top piece and directed me to the 
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balcony. The moment I took my seat 
it occurred to me that something was 
wrong. I looked down but failed to 
locdte a stage. There are lots of things 
that a fellow will overlook when he is 
pot-eyed, but a drop curtain is not one of 
them. I did not know this at the time, 
so was not worried much about that, but 
I could not understand what made the 
men look so large. By and by a fog-horn 
voice tipped them off to mate for the 
Grand Pilgrimage. The sweet strains 
of Mendelssohn's March began to float 
through the hall and the gang lined up 
like a lot of bell-boys going on watch. 

Old man, you have heard of people 
being all at sea, haven't you? Well, as 
near as I can judge I was about Longi- 
tude 44 degrees 30 minutes West, Lati- 
tude 51 degrees 16 minutes North, when 
the flag fell on that bunch. 

Presently I worked up enough nerve 
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to ask the bloke sitting next to me where 
I was At. 

He apprised me of the fact that I was 
attending the Policemen's Annual Ball 
being held at Lenox Lyceum. 

I ducked with as little noise as was 
consistent with the dimensions of my 
load and handed to the waiting cabman 
a line of talk that would not stand trans- 
lation. Then we made up and started 
out to find Berkeley Lyceum. For ob- 
vious reasons we made several stops en 
route. When we reached our object- 
ive point the place was closed. 

The next morning as old Sol, after a 
night off, peeped from behind the distant 
East and began to sprinkle the Tender- 
loin with his rays of soothing sunshine, 
I came out of my trance and found my- 
self the occupant of a hotel room facing 
Broadway. 

It immediately occurred to me that it 
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would be well to go through my raiment 
and ascertain whether or not I had 
neglected to blow all that I had when I 
started out, but my courage failed me. 
I am a pretty spunky fellow when I think 
I have an even thing of it, but I was too 
much of a coward to assay those glad 
rags without the aid of a stimulant. 

I pressed the button and ordered an 
absinthe f rappe, then I rang for another 
frappe, then I ordered another frappe. 
Then the fog began to rise and I got 
brave enough to see how I stood. I was 
three bones strong and glad. 

After taking a light feed I began to 
frame up a scheme to set myself right 
with Evelyn. The plot here thickens. 

I wrote her that I had attended the 
show and that as the Duke of Reich- 
stadt she made Maude Adams look like 
a forged check. To make it look strong, 
I complimented her costume and ex- 
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pressed deep regret that I had to leave as 
soon as the curtain fell ; hence could not 
offer my congratulations in person, as I 
had expected. 

It is not necessary to tell you all that 
she said in reply. It is sufficient to say 
that there had been no show and that I 
was down and out. 

L'Aiglon had been declared off on ac- 
count of the illness of a member of the 
cast. Evelyn sent me a note to that effect, 
but somehow I did not connect with it. 

Womanlike, she jumped at the conclu- 
sion that I had been out with another 
fairy and had tripped up in trying to get 
away with the stall. At any rate, she 
stated that she could not stand for a liar 
and that in exchange for my likeness and 
letters returned by messenger she wanted 
what was coming to her. 

I am not positive whether I returned 
her stuff or not. I remember going into 
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the bar just after receiving the verdict, 

but the rest is pretty much all hearsay, 

so, so long. 

Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 



THE SOUBRETTE 

The making of woman was the 
undoing of man 
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THE SOUBRETTE 

My dear Pal : 

If you have never met a soubrette for 
Heaven's sake do. Take my word for 
it, no man's education is complete until he 
has chalked down the acquaintance of at 
least one soubrette on his list of educa- 
tional assets. 

You don't have to inscribe her name 
with indelible ink either, for if you ever 
wish to rub out the past and turn over a 
new leaf you will certainly carry her for- 
ward, mentally. A soubrette is the most 
unforgetable article in the market. 

Some years ago when I left college and 
began to convert myself into a paying in- 
vestment! I thought I was the proprietor 
of a gold medal bump of knowledge, but 
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my acquaintance with a soubrette brought 
out the fact that my bump was not a 
bump but a dent. 

My education received its finishing 
touches through the generosity of Tom 
Donohue the obese press agent. That is, 
he staked me to the acquaintance of Miss 
Sapho Zaza. 

Sapho is, or rather I once thought that 
she was, the prettiest thing that ever 
worked its way into a pair of straight- 
front corsets. She is of the brunette de- 
nomination, Queen Anne style of architec- 
ture, Colorado Clara disposition, stands 
five feet four in her fast blacks and tips 
the beam at 120. 

Well, as soon as I met the damsel I 
began to enlarge in the vicinity of my air 
cylinders. For some reason or other 
when a guy gets an actress on his staff 
he puffs up like a butter cake. Of course, 
the swelling will go down in time, but 
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"When I flashed my roll to pay for the drinks, 
Kapha's lamps flickered and began to bum high." 

Page 4.9. 
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while it lasts you feel as though you had 
the anasarca, whatever that is. 

A few days after making the acquaint- 
ance of Sapho I collided with her up the 
line. We were so delighted to see each 
other that we stopped in to take on a sil- 
ver fizz. We took on several silver 
fizzes. Before I had enveloped the fifth 
one Sapho owned me outright. I never 
fell so fast in all my life. Sapho's line 
of talk and the Old Tom converted me 
into a prodigious pudding. 

When I flashed my roll to pay for the 
drinks Sapho's lamps flickered and began 
to burn high. Then she looked sad and 
told me confidentially that she was wor- 
ried nearly to death because the gas man 
had called upon her with a bill for $16, 
and during the course of his visit said 
that if it was not settled that day he 
would perform an operation on the metre 
which would result in total darkness in 
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her flat. She said that while she was up 
against it for fair, there was many a nice 
fellow who would be only too glad to 
lend her the paltry amount, but she could 
not accept it from anyone unless he hap- 
pened to be something to her. 

Now, old man, you know me, if there 
is anything on earth that will make me 
cough up freely it is a fairy that I am 
stuck on. I eliminated the $16; then 
we had another and blew the joint. 

On our way up Broadway she stopped 
in to get a waist from the cleaner's. 
Knowing that she was shy, I produced 
the necessary three plunks salvage. 
Then I put her on a trolley and ducked 
into an emporium to lubricate my proud 
tonsils. I was the happiest geezer that 
ever leaned against a mahogany rail. 

You see I figured that if Sapho al- 
lowed me to put up for the gas and dry- 
process bills it was pretty strong evi- 
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dence that Billy was the party of the first 
part. 

Well, the next afternoon I was flagged 
by Sapho who looked as pretty as a 
French poster. She said she was going 
down to lay in some gloves and would be 
pleased to have me go along and help her 
select them. We dropped in for a little 
something to refresh us and when I 
peeled off one of Uncle Sam's promissory 
notes to settle for the round, her lamps 
flickered just as they did the day before. 

When we pulled up at the glove coun- 
ter she nosed around and lit on a pair 
marked to bring three bones. Sapho vowed 
she was under the impression that they 
sold for $2.99. The saleswoman saijd they 
were offered at that price only on bar- 
gain days. Sapho looked vexed, but 
when I told her they were very becoming 
she had them sprinkled with powder and 
pulled over her dainty grabaolas. 
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Well, before we got out of that joint 
she blew herself to one pair of gloves, 
$3, one waist, $34.49, one silk skirt, 
$29.98, one corset cover, $7.69, and one 
chemise, $8.23. The tab $82.39 was 
passed up to me and I had to make good, 
but it made my wad look like it was in 
the last stages of consumption. 

After doing the shopping act we 
wended our way to Sapho's flat. And 
there is where Billy got wise to the fact 
that he was quite superfluous. 

As we entered we were met by the 
main stem. I don't know his name. To 
tell you the truth I was not introduced to 
him, but I remember distinctly having 
met his polaric gaze. Also do I remem- 
ber hurrying to the conclusion that Sapho 
was, in private life, Mrs. Somebody. 

There is no use talking, Pal, it is safer 
in the long run to keep close to nature. 
This thing of trying to win out metro- 
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politan soubrettes is all very well for 
people who can stand excitement. But it 
requires an awful strong constitution. 
Guess I have a weak one. At any rate 
henceforth I shall sit beneath sheltering 
palms and conduct my negotiations with 
some creature who knows naught of 
Grease Paint and Symmetricals, while 
bleating ewes graze upon the green under 
the watchful eye of a gallant ram. 

Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 




ON BROADWAY 

Love is a game in which stacked 
cards are permitted 
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ON BROADWAY 

My dear Pal : 

I am awfully sorry I had to stand you 
up last night, but I have been docked 
for repairs ever since night before last 
and don't expect to be seaworthy until 
to-morrow. 

If you can break away from your 
steady company, please come up to my 
Cave to-night. I want to put you onto 
a good thing. 

While plying on 23rd Street, Monday 
afternoon, I drifted into a live wire, hence 
the crimp. The aforesaid fairy was as 
swell a proposition as ever inhabited the 
sacred precincts of a flannel petticoat. I 
can't furnish any details of her bio- 
graphy. In fact, it is not well to get too 
inquisitive about women on certain occa- 
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sions. But I can assure you that this 
one — Miss Adelaide Van Studdiforde, 
(Waldorf-Astoria according to card) 
was all there. 

Well, anyway, the moment I saw her 
I began to have a hurried feeling around 
my knees and when our lamps con- 
nected, I broke out into a mass of goose- 
flesh that looked for all the world like 
measles. 

I followed her at an angle of about 45 
degrees from Sixth Avenue over to 
Broadway and during the voyage I 
handed out to her overtures, optical 
uppercuts, cross and side glancfcs and 
club signs of the most recent Parisian 
mode. Well, would you believe it, that 
filly gave me a nothing-doing stare that 
nearly took my breath away— cloves 
and all. 

Just as I was about to renig and give 
Adelaide up as a total loss, she shifted 
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her course, when such another rustle of 
silk skirts was never heard before — it was 
perfectly awful. The hurriedness came 
back to my knees and my heart acted as 
if it were working overtime. I was com- 
pletely charged with strange symptoms. 
I thought unto myself that it would be 
wise to linger longer for there might be 
something doing. So getting myself to- 
gether, I made a new pass or two— 'twas 
all over. I saw her bosom begin to swell. 
I heard her corset give; her ruby lips 
grew rubier and her glossy eye grew 
glossier. I was gaining on her rapidly. 
In a moment we were neck and neck. 

Just as we reached 26th St. and 'Broad- 
way, she dropped her handkerchief on 
the pavement. Now, I don't profess to 
know much about the language of flow- 
ers, but I am pretty well up on these 
seminary signals. This one meant " you'll 
do; " so I picked up the dainty little kiss- 
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wiper and handed it to her with a Froh- 
man stage bow. Incidently I began to 
impregnate the atmosphere surrounding 
her port-side with featherweight con- 
versation. 

I touch lightly upon such subjects as 
the weather, the horse show and golf, 
complimented her swell costume, looked 
pleased and paused. When it oame her 
turn to speak, she said that she was a 
member of one of the swellest families in 
Fifth Avenue and really ought not to 
converse wftfi a stranger, but as I seemed 
to be a perfect gentleman and reminded 
her very much of a friend she used to 
have in Newport, she'd take a chance. 
That remark meant that my prospects 
were just as good as those of the Stand- 
ard Oil Company — nothing short of ex- 
tradition papers could have gotten me 
away. 

Well, we seemed to take kindly to each 
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other and she confided to me that some- 
how or other she felt real dickenish — a 
feeling she had never experienced before. 

I took her up the Line for a light try- 
out and pulled up at Sam Martin's to 
take on some liquid cheer. By the time 
we got ready to separate, she could stand 
a civil service examination on grape dia- 
lect. I never saw a girl with a storage 
capacity for fluids equal to hers in all my 
life. If she placed one Garbage cocktail 
(pink lemonade) into her Department of 
the Interior, she did at least twenty. I've 
heard fellows say that women are too 
modest to allow any one man to buy 
enough bottle goods to drown their thirst. 
Tis false ! yea, even more ! it's a lie, or 
else this one had her pro rata of this par- 
ticular brand of modesty packed in cam- 
phor while I was with her. 

Understand, I'm not inclined to knock 
Miss Adelaide — far be that from me. 
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call their newly hatched to bed, I heard 
the twilight song of the whippoorwill, I 
heard the crickets chirp, I heard the 
lowing of the homeward bent cows, I 
became beastly uneasy. Everything 
seemed so different from life on Park 
Row. To soothe my pulsing bosom, I 
ordered a Second Edition of Princess 
Peace rushed out. Immediately the scene 
shifted. The entire field of my vision be- 
came filled with a chorus of cupids, bear- 
ing cornucopias filled with twenty-dollar 
gold pieces, passes to the Grand Opera 
and room rent receipts. They formed a 
line that seemed to extend from the gold- 
den streams of far-away Alaska to the 
flowery peninsula of Florida. Set here 
and there were fountains giving off 
Bumm's champagne. Interspersed with 
these were beautiful blossoms which 
spread their perfume upon the passing 
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breeze. Presently, as if led by magic, the 
chorus began to sing Anhauser's "Eve- 
ning Star." 

In the faraway distance, I saw a dream 
of loveliness approaching me. She was 
about five feet four inches tall, weighed 
about 118 pounds and I should judge 
her bust measure was about 36 inches. 
She was of a girlish figure with dark 
brown hair, ruby lips, olive complexion, 
vermillion cheeks, languid eyes and 
pearly white teeth. She was attired in 
a bell-shaped gown of white, lined with 
red. I knew it was time for me to be up 
and doing, so I touched the button again. 
A man servant dressed in priceless velvet, 
trimmed with gold and lace, approached 
and said: "May I presume to inquire 
what your exalted Excellency desires?" 
I bade him bring out a Third Edition of 
Princess Peace. On his return he placed 



On Broadway 65 

the dainty mixture upon the mahogany 
and handed me a baby blue envelope 
scented with forget-me-nots. I broke 
the seal and found a receipt in full for all 
my debts. 

I drank the latest edition of Princess 
Peace and presto! the Queen of Loveli- 
ness reached me. Her eyes were moist 
with tears, her bosom rose and fell like 
Brooklyn Rapid Transit stock. She 
clasped my hand and said : " Billy, I 
love you as the sunshine loves the moon. 
You have won my heart. Do not desert 
me." I pressed her to my side and just 
as I drooped my head to kiss her inviting 
lips, some Slob soaked me in the slats and 
said that it was time to close the saloon. 

I don't know the fellow that put me in 
a cab and sent me home, but whoever 
he is, he has a watch without a clear title 
to it. When I waked up this morning I 
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found that I was out both Time and 
Money. All that I could raise was the 
window. 

I sent a note over to Adelaide this 
morning. It came back. The clerk at 
the Waldorf-Astoria says that no such 
person ever stopped there. Another case 
of Miss Print, I guess. Oh, well ! Such 
things do occur on Broadway. 

Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 



WHERE I'M SHY 

If every woman* s life were an open 
book, every man would be a 
bookworm 
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WHERE I'M SHY 

My dear Pal: 

I have just located another field in 
which I can't graze. It is the field of 
literature. 

I made a desperate effort to break in 
but soon fell wise to the fact that I was 
shy the necessary. 

A few evenings ago I contributed my 
presence to an affair pulled off by the 
Misses Castile and Cashmere Savon. 
Among those present was a geezer who 
writes soft stuff for magazines and Sun- 
day Supplements. And the way that the 
damsels went on over that dub was some- 
thing perfectly awful. Why, they stuck 
to him like leeches to a black eye. 

I used to think that I could hold my 
own with the succulent sex against the 
best of them, but that was before I was 
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pitted against a real live author; that 
guy made me feel as cheap as scrap iron. 

Talk about matinee idols. They are 
not in it with a knight of the quill if 
things are on the level. 

I tried my best to stick it out until the 
orgie was over, but the going was too 
heavy. I had to weigh anchor and sail 
away before the blow-out got under 
headway. You can betcherlife that 
Billy picked up a new aspiration on his 
homeward cruise. 

You know me Pal, I am for tackling 
any old graft that happens to be laying 
around loose if it will raise my percentage 
with the corseted creatures. 

It goes without saying, yet be it said 
anyway, that I was at once for becoming 
a story writer of the first magnitude. 

I perused the popular periodicals to get 
a line on what particular brand of litera- 
ture had the call with the damsels. Care- 
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ful scrutiny revealed the fact that those 
who perpetrated paragraphs pertaining 
to affairs of the human heart were 
the greatest igniters of finance and 
graded highest in the affections of the 
gentle genders. Whereupon I resolved 
to manufacture a line of fiction flavored 
with cardiac complications. 

I knew that it was up to me to deliver 
straight goods for once in my life, so I 
buckled down to work on a story enti- 
tled "The Heart that Haunteth." 

Gwendolin Drexel was the princpal 
character. She was a brunette of noble 
birth, built on a petite pattern adopted 
from the French and had never been al- 
lowed to eat anything coarser than crys- 
tallized violets or drink anything stronger 
than distilled rosewater. 

Well " The Heart that Haunteth " 
opened up this way: 

" Gwendolin walked alone in the forest. 
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It was not yet noon, she had escaped with 
difficulty from the rigorous etiquette of 
the drawing-room which wearied her ex- 
ceedingly and was enjoying an hour of 
unwonted freedom. 

" She was attired in a pale blue gown 
of exquisite simplicity with a bolero of 
guipure lace. 

" She began to pluck dandelions with 
her skilful fingers and chase butterflies 
with girlish enthusiasm as though she 
were only a village maiden making holi- 
day from the milk stool. 

"An exceptionally beautiful butterfly 
had for some time eluded her efforts to 
imprison it in her Panama hat and Gwen- 
dolin was on the verge of giving up the 
chase in despair when she saw the insect 
settle gracefully on the trunk of a gigan- 
tic oak." 

That is as far as I could get with 
" The Heart that Haunteth." 
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I was stalled up to the hub and all out. 

To save my soul I did not know what 
to do with Gwendolin. If she had stopped 
to catch the butterfly she would have 
missed her luncheon; If she had gone 
home her mother would have roasted her 
for going out. And if she had stayed in 
the forest the neighbors would have said 
unkind things about her, for the foliage 
was thick and the shrubbery very high. 

I was in a dickens of a fix. At one 
time I thought I would let her run away 
to the city, marry a rich bloke and lift 
the mortgage from the farm, but Gwen- 
dolin was such an innocent little thing I 
did not have the heart to chance her to 
meet a fellow who might not make good. 

Well, to cut it short, I gave up " The 
Heart that Haunteth/' and left poor 
Gwendolin standing in the forest looking 
at that beastly butterfly. 

I know that it isn't gentlemanly to leave 
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a nice girl alone in the woods. But it 
would have taken an author to put Gwen- 
dolin back where she started from and 
as I don't happen to be one of them she 
is still there. Incidentally, it is well to 
remark, that I have a greater respect for 
these fiction folk than I had before I 
tried to write a story. 

I am going to give literature a wide 
berth in the future. The stakes are too 
high for me. If it comes to the worst I 

may be forced to write for a living 

but I will write HOME for it. 

Yours, 

Billy Burgundy. 
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